A Camping Trip

It was Friday afternoon.

"We're all ready to start," said Father.

"On our first camping trip!" said Jack.

"To the Blue Hills," said Betty.

They drove down the street toward the Blue
Hills. In an hour they were there. Before dark they
found a beautiful place high up in the hills. They
heard the water in a brook near by tinkle over the
rocks. Friendly birds sang their evening songs.

Daddy and Jack found a clean, dry place to set
up their tent. Then they went to get wood for the
fire. Daddy showed Jack how to cut wood, and not
cut himself. "We don't want any accidents/' he
said.

They made a small fire and cooked supper.

How good the meat smelled as it cooked! How
good the apples and vegetables looked!

"No one could have a better out-of-doors sup-
per," Betty said, as she was eating.

After they had eaten supper and cleaned up,
they were tired. They put out the fire and went to
bed. The moon was full. Soon they were fast asleep
in the softly shining woods.
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